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Summary: This story takes place during the anime Shiki. Instead of 
Natsuno and Tohru, we have Carter and Noah. The both of them will 
have to survive the Shiki apocalypse all while discovering that they 
regard each other as a little more than friends. I might change the 
story title later on cause I'm just not feeling 
it . 


Shattered 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own Shiki, but I do own my characters . With 
that said, on to the story!** 

Eyes . 

Black eyes with red irises. 

Demon's eyes. 

That's all I dream about now. I dream about those eyes following me 
everywhere, waiting for me to take a breath so that their owner can 
come and devour me. I dream about running through a forest and 
looking back, watching as those red irises come into view. It's like 
a never-ending nightmare, those eyes. They tell a story. A story of 
pain, blood, and death. 

My violet eyes open to the morning's rays. I blink once, twice, 
before I figure that I'm safe and out of harm's way. I stretch my 
arms and comb my fingers through my light blond hair. My mouth opens 
in a big yawn and I reach my hand up to cover it. I get up slowly and 
tread my way over to my closet. I pull off my pajamas and reach 
inside the closet to pull out a black hoodie and jeans. I quickly 
pull the clothes on and head to the kitchen for breakfast. My mother 
smiles when she sees me and delivers a kiss to my forehead, to which 
I immediately wipe off. 



"Mom, stop that! You know I don't like it." 


My mother swats my hand. "Nonsense. Anyway, I made your favorite 
scrambled eggs and apple wood smoked bacon." 

My mouth waters. I hear a knock on the door and move to answer 
it . 

"Who's ready for summer classes?" My best friend, Noah, says. His 
dark brown hair sways with the summer breeze and his blue eyes shine 
brightly. I met Noah when he moved here eleven years ago. He was 
pretty anti-social, not wanting to talk to anybody, but I managed to 
break his shell. I pestered him with questions and he eventually got 
tired of it. Now he comes by almost every day to walk with me and my 
girlfriend, his sister, Susan to go to our summer classes. The truth 
is, Noah is a senior, but he managed to fail music so they held him 
back. I know what you're thinking. How the hell did he fail music, 
it's the easiest course? The answer when I asked, he simply didn't do 
any work and bombed every test given. 

He shifts his bag higher up on his shoulder. "So, ready to go 
Cartie-poo?" He asks. 

I lift my leg and kick him straight in the shoulder. "I told you not 
to call me that." I say. 

Noah reaches a hand out and smooths down my hair. "Susan calls you 
that . " 

"There's a difference, she's my girlfriend." I glare at him. 

"I'm just playing man, chill. C'mon let's go. I wanna get this stupid 
class out of the way." 

"It's your fault for failing it." I mumble. 

"Yeah, well I wouldn't have failed if someone would have helped me 
with my homework." He says, staring ahead to where his house is. "I 
swear my father never wants to help. He's so busy with work 
now . " 

"Oh, right, he works in the neighborhood clinic." I say and pull my 
backpack tighter to my back. 

Noah sighs and runs his fingers through his hair. "Yeah, but he's had 
a lot of paperwork to do lately. Two people died yesterday night. Mr. 
and Mrs. Stevenson." 

"How did they die?" I ask, pulling on Noah's shoulder so that he can 
turn and look at me. 

Noah shrugs. "Don't know. Although I heard my dad say something about 
cardiac arrest." 

I let go of Noah's shoulder and walk beside him as we pass by the old 
mansion on the hill. I look at it and feel the cold shiver working 
it's way down my spine. I never liked that place, it always seemed to 
give away a sinister aura. When I was growing up, I heard rumors 
about that place from everyone including the minister. They were 
always talking about that place so I was curious as to what they were 



saying about it. One day, I hid behind a counter and held my 
breath . 

"I heard that the residents moved out beside there were rats and bugs 
all over the place." 

"I heard that the wife went insane and murdered her daughter. Her 
husband locked her in the basement and fled during the night." 

"Well I heard a rumor that the mistress escaped her basement and 
roams the mountains in search for the one that left her." 

I gasped quietly hearing these things. I immediately crawled away to 
safety before heading home and locking myself in my room. I wouldn't 
come out for days. I wouldn't let anybody in, not even my own 
parents. My father yelled and cursed at me for being such a gullible 
child. I opened the door to this and ran into his arms. He told me 
that this whole thing was not true. Rumors were not supposed to be 
true, but made up lies that people come up with to entertain 
themselves. But my world came crashing down when I opened the door 
after coming home from school to see my father lying on the kitchen 
floor, pale as a sheet of paper. I ran over to where he was and 
pressed my fingers against his pulse point. Nothing. I felt nothing. 

I felt the tears falling and grabbed the kitchen phone to call my 
mother, but stopped when I saw my father's arm. His pale arm was 
littered in insect bites, possibly mosquitoes. I dialed my mother's 
number and told her the news. She came home quickly and hugged me, 
tears falling down both our cheeks. A week later we had the funeral. 
Noah came and offered me his shoulder to cry on. I will admit it was 
embarrassing to see the older villagers giggle and whisper little 
"Awws" and "They look so cute together" as I rested my head against 
Noah's shoulder. I was seven at the time. 

"Carter, you okay?" Noah says and snaps his fingers in front of my 
face . 

I push his hand away and clear my throat. "I'm fine. I just don't 
like being here." Out of the corner of my eye, I see Noah look up at 
the mansion. He knows about it too. I told him the whole story after 
my father's funeral and he stayed at my house for two weeks. I cast 
my eyes down and we continue walking to school. 

"Hey guys! I knew you two would take long so I went ahead." Susan 
says when she sees us at the bus stop. She gives Noah a hug before 
coming over to me and kissing me sweetly on the lips. 

"Could you guys not do that when I am around. I don't like to see my 
best friend and my sister exchanging saliva. Gross!" 

I chuckle and tug Noah's collar down so my face is mere inches from 
his own. "What's wrong?" 

"I just don't like PDA." Noah says, trying to hold back a 
shiver . 

"What's-" Susan begins to ask. 


"Public displays of affection." Noah and I answer at the same 
time . 



I tug my hood over my head and turn back to the two of them. "Well, 
are you coming or not?" I say. 

Noah and Susan follow behind me. Susan says goodbye and kisses me 
when we reach the school. She goes to class while Noah stays by my 
side . 

"You could go to class too you know." 

"Oh, I know. My class doesn't start until 9:00." 

I look at my phone. "It's 8:40." 

"Your point?" Noah asks. 

I turn around and glare at him again. "Go to class Noah. I'll see you 
later . " 

He pouts but does as he's told. I turn around and hear his shoes 
squeaking against the tiled floor. I sigh and open the door to my 
class. The students turn around and look at me as I head to my seat 
to sit down. One guy in particular, named Mike, glares at me as I sit 
down and take my books out. He moves over so that he is literally 
breathing in the same air I am. 

"So Carter, how's your girlfriend?" He asks, reaching out to touch my 
hair . 

I slap his hand away. "She's fine. She looks a little pale 
though . " 

He quirks an eyebrow and turns his head to make sure the teacher 
isn't looking at us. "If I were you, I'd have sex with her before 
she's dead. There's a rumor going around that there is a deadly virus 
or epidemic going around. Did you hear about Mr. and Mrs. 

Stevenson? " 

I nod. "That doesn't mean that I should have sex with Susan just 
because of an epidemic." 

"Your loss. Maybe you'll find someone else when she's gone. Perhaps 
your dear friend Noah?" 

I grab him by the shirt collar and punch him across the face. "How 
dare you say something like that? Noah and I are friends. We are 
nothing more than friends. Got it?" Mike swallows hard and nods. I 
release him and he scrambles to get away from me. 

"Now I understand why you don't have many friends." He whispers. 

"I just don't care about many people." I say. Just then, Noah barges 
into the classroom. He looks around until he finds me. He faces the 
teacher and says, "I need to borrow Mr. Rose for a bit." 

The teacher nods and Noah walks over to me and grabs my shoulder. He 
drags me out of the classroom and into the hallway. 

"Noah, what's going on?" 

Noah sighs and engulfs me in a hug. "I'm sorry." 



"Noah-" 


"I'm so sorry . " 

I push him back a bit. I cup his face and wipe the tears falling 
down. "Noah what's wrong?" 

"Susan died." He says bluntly. I feel my heart shatter into a million 
pieces. I pull him back to me and bury my face into his shirt. He 
strokes my back and whispers soothing words into my ear. 

"H-How did t-this happen?" I cry out. 

Noah shakes his head. "I don't know. She was fine this morning when 
we headed out the house, but I did see an insect bite on her neck. 

She had dark circles under her eyes. She told me she was tired but it 
seemed she brightened up a bit when she saw you. I figured she was 
fine then, but now she's..." 

I clutch his back and lean back so that we're facing each other. "You 
were her brother. I should be the one comforting you." 

"You were her lover. I saw how in love you two were. You must be 
hurting . " 

I nod, my lips quivering. Noah hugs me again and I feel my limbs 
burning at the places he's touching. We pull away a few minutes 
later. I walk beside Noah and to his house. 

"We'll be having a funeral tomorrow. Will you be there?" 

"Yeah, I'll be there." Noah hugs me one last time before heading 
inside his house. I sigh and shove my hands into my pockets. I 
whistle on my way home and stop when I see a pale figure. The figure 
looks towards me and I freeze when I see Mrs. Stevenson with the same 
eyes I've dreamed about for a year. Pure black eyes with red irises. 
She stalks slowly towards me and licks her lips. 

"My, my, you smell good. It's no wonder the boss is so intrigued by 
you . " 

I turn and come face to face with Mr. Stevenson. He grabs my shoulder 
and opens his mouth, showing off two fangs. Fangs?! I swat his hands 
away and run to Noah's house. I knock frantically on the door until 
Noah's dad answers. His sleepless eyes stare down at me as I shove 
him inside and lock the door behind me. He looks straight into my 
panicked eyes before heading upstairs and taking me to Noah's room. 

He opens the door and disappears into his own room. Noah looks up 
from his homework to my panicking state. He approaches me and holds 
my shoulders with his palms. 

"Carter, you looked spooked. What happened?" 

"I-I saw them." I mumble. 

"Saw who?" Noah asks. He reaches up to hold my face. "Who did you 
see? " 

"I saw the Stevensons." I say. 



End 
f ile . 



